CHAPTER IX

Often I had been this way before
And now it seemed I never could be
And never had been anywhere else;
'Twas home; one nationality
We had, I and the birds that sang
One memory.
They welcomed me ....

EDWARD THOMAS.

G.B.S. TOLD me that Robert Burns was his favourite poet, but I said
that I felt more at home with Edward Thomas and Robert Frost. These
were new names to him. He explained that he was really out of touch
with the literature of the last twenty years or so. He was too busy with
his own work and letter writing. He admitted that once he had ploughed
through D. H. Lawrence's Sons and Lovers but found this dreary. At this
time he was dipping much into Doughty and enjoyed above all his long
poem. His chief interest was, of course, longevity and stories of saints;
the Life of Saint Bernard was always by his side. He said: "In my Back to
Methuselah the advocates of longer life all die and the survivors find it
just happens to them to their own puzzlement and surprise.   As an
advocate of a longer life for man I cannot expect to live to an old age
myself. I have already left my old selves behind. They are dead and done
with. However, I am still able to acquire a new self. With me the critical
ages have been forty, sixty and eighty and if I can leap over the hundred,
a difficult stile to take, then I'll be well away for the three hundred. I will
not admit a limit to human life except the fatal accident, of course. Death
is not natural."
"In your case the circumstances are propitious; your parents were
long livers, you have disciplined yourself into cautious living, and you
have all the things which sustain life, both materially and mentally."
.But Shaw waved his tray of gifts aside with a wide sweep of his hand
and exclaimed in a loud voice:
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